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ONE



‘Of course I’ll come to a kickboxing class with you,’ I said to my friend Hunter last week, ‘anything to help a friend.’ He let out a sigh of relief and clapped me on the shoulder. I put a brave face on, trying to pretend I was bang up for it, but honestly, on the inside, I’ve kinda been dreading it.

Hunter is one of the toughest guys I know. He works as a bouncer at one of the rowdiest gay clubs in the centre of London - Sailor Barry’s. It’s his professional duty to stay in shape, and keep his martial arts skills as sharp as a shuriken. Kinda the polar opposite to me.

Don’t get me wrong. I’m not exactly a pushover. I run a successful company - we shift thousands of tons of letterhead and copier paper every week - we make over a million pounds profit a year. I manage a rowdy bunch of fifty-four employees, competitive, boisterous salespeople. And they all respect me. I’m a no-nonsense sort of boss, firm but fair. As long as you don’t cross me, I’m amiable enough.

But… kickboxing? I’ve never done anything like that in my life. In my teens, I was a gymnast. I know — sound manly, right? I took part in local, and even national, gymnastic competitions. I’d have carried on with it if work hadn’t taken over. I’m a workaholic, see, and the long hours of overtime soon stopped me from continuing with evening activities. All I have time for these days is a quick run around Hyde Park twice a week, just to keep, at the bare minimum, in some sort of shape. I’m naturally muscular anyway, so I’m lucky - as Hunter delights in telling me. 

But yeah, I’m short on free time, and don’t do much other than work. I think that’s the reason I haven’t had a boyfriend in over a year, too. I’m in a relationship with my job. And I’d never cheat.

Hunter, though, has been going through something of a crisis lately. Hunter’s gay, too, and he seems to go through boyfriends like they’re going out of style. His most recent partner just dumped him. Apparently Hunter is too unreliable. That’s something I can believe. I can barely believe he turned up on time this evening.

Hunter has been doing all the the things that spurned lovers do - getting his deep black hair cut short and spiky, getting (another) piercing, and finally he’s taken up this martial arts class. I assume that’s what spurned lovers do, anyway. I’ve never let myself fall for anyone enough to let myself be hurt by them.

Avoid pain at all costs. I don’t have a tattoo, of course, but if I was to get one, that would be it. In big letters. Across my forehead. 

So, against my better instincts, I agreed to go to this kickboxing class with Hunter, until he feels confident enough to go on his own. Then I can get back to my own life, having done a good deed for a friend. Hopefully, it will only take a couple of weeks for Hunter to get his swagger back, and he’ll be back to his fun and flirtatious self in no time.

‘The problem is,’ he tells me, as we head for the address on the kickboxing leaflet, ‘is that everyone always tells me to grow up, that I’m too wild.’ His green eyes glint under a street-lamp. ‘But I don’t wanna fucking grow up. Grown-ups are boring. I want to drink and I want to fuck and I want to have fun.’ 

And that’s why me and Hunter could never be an item.

I nod occasionally, letting Hunter rant and release all that bitterness, knowing it will do him good. Really though, I’m only really half-listening. Instead, I’ve got this strange, fluttering feeling inside me. As I say, I’m no pushover. I’m not used to feeling - what is this? Nerves? Anxiety? Yep, that’s how I am feeling now. It’s like I’m reliving my first day at school, wondering what everyone is gonna be like, if I’m gonna fit in, if I’m going to be able to keep up. 

I watch my legs striding forwards. It’s a warm summer’s evening in West Kilburn, so I’ve got my shorts on. But I don’t really feel as though I’m wearing the right gear for a martial arts class. I’m wearing a tight Asics, t-shirt which I normally use for running. It clings to my lean, muscular torso. All of a sudden, I think that maybe I should have chosen a hoodie, or something less revealing. Damn, I can even seen my nipples, hard against the fabric. I suddenly feel even more self-conscious than I did before. I hope Hunter doesn’t tease me. I’m gonna be the campest, most effeminate guy at this class, I just know it. I’m like something out of a Jane Fonda exercise video, for fuck’s sake. 

I have a horrible feeling this place is going to be chock-full of meat-head guys. Don’t get me wrong, I like a well built guy as much as the next man. But there’s something so specifically showy about the gym crowd. Hunter can be a little like that sometimes, but he’s so down to earth I forgive him. 

Some gay guys seem straight. Hunter’s like that. I, on the other hand, just scream gay, straight away. Everyone always knows. And I could do without snide comments about my masculinity and sexuality. Maybe that’s what I’m scared of, more than anything else.

‘This must be it,’ says Hunter, holding up the flyer and re-reading the address. The flyer, which Hunter got from some greasy spoon down the road, looks pretty corny if I’m being honest. I’m surprised Hunter went for it. The entire background was taken up with the picture of a man’s torso, a perfect six-pack, each ab an angular, chiselled, masterpiece of Photoshop, no doubt. It’s the kind of photo which makes you give up hope of ever having a good body. No-one really has a stomach that good.

I look up from the flyer at the building in front of us. ‘This can’t be right,’ I say, puzzled.

In front of us is a small row of what I can only describe as dirty old garages. Each one has rusting, dark blue corrugated metal covering over the entrance, and beside that a grimy black door. ‘This place is a dump,’ I say. ‘It can’t be here.’

Hunter looks at the flyer again, screwing up his eyes because he’s left his glasses at home. Really, he is so forgetful it’s a wonder he ever manages to get anything done. Take this evening, he forgot his water bottle, then his wallet, then his car keys. We had to go back to his house three times before we could leave. We are already running ten minutes late.

It’s difficult to get angry with him though - he’s always so cheeky and easy-going. Whenever he does something wrong, he looks at me with those big, doe eyes, and there’s was no way I can stay pissed at him for too long.

‘Look, we’re obviously in the wrong place,’ I say to Hunter. ‘Let’s just cut our losses, go to a bar, get a couple of beers, relax.’ God, I could use a drink. I am almost glad Hunter has messed up.

‘Wait a minute,’ says Hunter, pointing at the door, and suddenly I hear the noise of hands thumping against hard fabric. It’s the sound of people punching. There’s no mistaking it.

We’re in exactly the right place.


TWO



We shuffle through the door, to the sound of some thirty or forty people, rhythmically pounding pads in pairs. Each time they punch, they let out a loud hiss, and I almost step back through the door and leave. I’ve heard there’s a good yoga place down the road. Bikram — the hot stuff. Surely Hunter would be up for that instead? It’s meant to be really good for your core. Burns calories, too.

But the main thing I notice as I step through the door is the smell.

It absolutely stinks in here. The salty stench of sweat is everywhere, then a more metallic tang, like blood, perhaps. Then a wild, unbridled animal kind of smell, almost impossible to describe — acrid, but not totally unpleasant. Everyone in here looks so tough, with short hair, tribal tattoos, and hard, angular bodies. The guys in here are fit. And I mean fit.

Hunter fits right in with his tats and attitude. But I stick out like a sore thumb.

‘We’ll creep in round the back,’ whispers Hunter behind me. He’s a brute, but at least he can be sensitive sometimes.

‘Fuck’s sake, Hunter,’ I whisper back, dying to turn back, but determined not to wimp out before he does. I can do anything he can. I can do it twice as hard.

I’m not one hundred percent sure that’s right, but I’ll give it my all.

I try squeezing past a guy holding up pads while his partner threw punches at him, but the guy takes a step back, stopping me in his tracks. ‘Trying to sneak in late?’ he says, in a low, threatening voice. I notice that one of his teeth is missing, and he has a scar running across his lip. I knew that the guys in here would be trouble.

‘And what?’ I ask, standing straighter, throwing my shoulders back, a technique I use when I’m disciplining the more unruly members of the population at work. Arrogant arseholes hate it when you square up to them. It freaks them out.

Trouble is, my voice breaks as I speak, and my nerves are plain to see. The guy looks me up and down, as if he’s appraising my outfit. But I get the feeling he’s appraising a heck of a lot more than just that.

Then, confirming my worst fears, he puckers his lips together and gives the air a sarcastic kiss. The smile that follows shows of yet another missing tooth. Then he turns back to the green-haired punk punching him.

Wanker.

Hunter surges forward, and for a moment, I think he’s going to punch the guy, but I grab his arm to stop him. I don’t want a fight. 

You know, other than the ones I’m literally paying to get into.

Well, this is just great. What has Hunter got us into? He might be my friend, sure, but I won’t be coming back here next week to ‘support’ him, that’s for sure. This place is full of know-it-all guys with small dick syndrome.

As I step forwards, trying to catch up with Hunter, who is now slipping off his shoes and putting down his water bottle, the punching and hissing suddenly stops, and the room goes silent. Everyone stands with their legs together and their bodies rigid with attention.

At the front of the room, where I haven’t yet dared let myself look, stands the instructors, arms at his sides. Everyone in the room has their gaze fixed on him, and in return, the startling blue of his eyes is fixed on them.

Now I’ve seen a lot of men in my life; I’ve seen a fair number of them up close and personal, but I’ve never seen a man like this. He’s tall. Really fucking tall — he must be getting on for six foot four. He has short golden brown hair, brushed back and up, shaved at the sides. There’s tight, golden stubble on his hollow cheeks and his sharp jawline. His lips are generous and slightly more red than is entirely usual. He’s got a  don’t-mess-with-me kind of a haircut, but plump, mess-me-up lips.

But it’s his eyes that really get me. Really make me feel something kinda fluttery and tight in my gut. They’re that pale blue — the colour of the sky on an early summer morning, and when they glance at me, it’s like I’ve been pierced straight through.

He wears black trousers, slung loose at the hips, with mysterious Chinese lettering scrawled tantalizingly around his groin, and a black belt tied in a complicated-looking knot, drawing attention to the space between his legs, hovering over his crotch. And his torso - it’s magnificent. He’s wearing a tight, black vest, which his toned arms practically rip their way out of. His pecs are heavy and strong, and I can see the muscles in his neck and shoulders, thick as ropes.

‘Looks like we’ve got latecomers,’ he says, pulling back his lips to reveal big, white, angry teeth. His voice sounds barely human, it’s so low and gruff - almost like a growl. ‘You know what happens now,’ he says. I notice a twang of a foreign accent. What is it? German? Danish? It’s exotic and mysterious, and makes me think of crisp, cold Scandinavian winters.

All forty people in the room look at him obediently for a moment, and then get down on their knees. They shuffle their hands forwards, so that their flat palms are directly under their shoulders, and then lift themselves onto their toes, with perfectly straight backs.

It’s crazy. He’s got complete command over the room. Even the meat-head guys. It’s like he’s brainwashed them or something.

‘Gentlemen. It’s your fault everyone’s got to do this now. Find a space. Get into the plank position.’

I look at Hunter, and he raises his eyebrows at me and then shrugs.

Fine, I’ll do what he says, I think. But how humiliating. I haven’t been told off for showing up late to class since I was ten years old. Hunter is gonna pay for dragging me along to pay money for this sadist to humiliate us.

I find a tight space at the back of the room and got down onto my knees. As I put my weight onto the palms of my hands, leaning forwards, I notice that my shorts are really damn tight on my arse. Like, dangerously tight. Why did I not think about this when choosing my outfit? Once more I feel like a fish out of water. I glance over at Hunter. He’s not struggling in the slightest, he looks as solid as a rock. He probably does planks in his sleep.

The instructor marches to the back of the room and watches our positions. ‘Straight backs, ladies and gentlemen,’ he says, looking at Hunter first and then me. I try to pull my stomach in, to concentrate on straightening out my spine, but I feel like the core strength just isn’t there. Now if only I’d been doing yoga…

Suddenly I feel a firm hand pressing down on the small of my back.

‘This needs to come down,’ says the gruff voice. Slowly, expertly, he guides my hips down towards the floor. Then, a hot, smooth palm touches my stomach. ‘And this needs to come up.’ He pushes gently on my stomach, sending waves of feeling around my abdomen. And further down, too. 

It is the first time a man has touched me there in months. Heck, it’s the first time a man has really touched my anywhere for months. I feel a strange tingle, somewhere deep within me, and try to steady my breathing. I can smell him, this animal creature so near to me, can feel his hands so firm against my stomach and the small of my back, pushing against me, and for a second, I almost feel myself willing his hands to slide down a little further…

No! Stop it! What am I thinking? This man is an arrogant pig.

Instead, I focus on getting my body rigid, and wait for him to walk away. Instead of walking away to examine Hunter's posture, though, he lingers by me a little longer. I don’t know how I know this, but I can feel his eyes on my arse, taking in the curve of my body, the powerful roll of my buttocks below my clothes. Mind you, he’s probably thinking about how inappropriate my gear is for martial arts. He probably hates my guts.

His hands are still pressed against me, and I can feel their heat, getting warmer and warmer as my body aches under the pressure of holding still. Then, slowly, his hand slides another inch down my back, then another, until it’s over my coccyx, almost touching my butt. He applies a little more pressure, and then a little more, until I’m fighting not to fall to the floor. My legs tremble under the strain.

But I’m not going to break. I’m not going to show any weakness to this bully.

‘Arses should be lower than shoulders,’ he says in a strange low voice, and then he draws his hand away. My backside, where he’s been touching me, throbs with feeling, as if it has just been smacked. It’s the weirdest sensation — almost as if the heat and strength in has hands has travelled into me.

I look up, desperate to catch a glimpse of him, to see if he is going to do the same to Hunter, but instead, he just walks back to the front of the room. ‘Twenty press-ups,’ he says to everyone, his eyes only on me.


THREE



For the next hour of class, thankfully, Hunter and I are able to hide in the corner, throwing jabs at one another’s pads with all the skill of two-year-olds trying to wrestle with their parents as their nappies get changed. Our postures are both terrible - you don’t have to be a World Champion MMA fighter to figure that out. Every time I catch sight of myself in the long mirror that runs across the front wall, I wince at how amateurish I look. I keep getting my jabs mixed up with my crosses, I don’t understand the first thing about upper-cuts, and as for my hook… my right-hook looks barely powerful enough to bat away a fly.

Hunter is doing better, and he surprises me a couple of times with the power and skill of his blows. He’s done other martial arts in the past, and you can really tell. He keeps giving me this annoying little looks, as though to say, ‘I’m so good at everything.’

I also notice, looking in the mirror, that my outfit is even more inappropriate than I’d at first thought. Now that I’ve been sweating, you can basically see the outline of my muscles under my tight shirt, the hard shape of my pecs and even my small but firm abs. When I turn around, the taut curve of my buttocks is clear for everyone to see. I feel practically naked; it’s obscene.

Luckily, I’m much too distracted by the endless instructions being growled at us to worry about it for long. While I’m working with Hunter, the instructor doesn’t come near us. We just do our beginner thing, while the other, more experienced fighters in the room jab and cross and hook and hiss, and the sweat flies off mats, until we become enveloped in the stench, and we are part of that muskiness, that thick animal scent. By the end of the hour, I’m surprised to hear myself actually groan as I take a punch. The wild aggression in the room is heady, and I can see, I think, how something like this could grow addictive.

At the end of the session, as people pack their bags with gloves and focus mitts, Hunter looks at me. ‘Well?’ he asks, wiping a bead of sweat away from his lips. ‘What do you reckon?’ I can’t tell from the glint in his eye whether he loved it or hated it.

I look over at the instructor, as he packs up some kick pads at the side of the room. His triceps bulge as he bends to pick things up, and I find myself daydreaming about what it might feel like for him to pick me up. He looks like a Viking warrior — so fierce and controlled and scary. I bet he could lift me right off the floor, easy. I shake my head to dispel the image. ‘It was okay,’ I eventually reply to Hunter, in my most carefully measured tone.

I had been so sure, when we arrived late, and the whole class had been given the punishment of a plank and press-ups because of us, that I’d never dare set foot in this place again. But right now, I’m not so sure. I feel like the experience has filled me with a strange sort of adrenaline. An adrenaline you just can’t get from selling paper all day at work. This was what it means to feel alive. This is carnal.

‘Yeah, it was alright, wasn’t it?’ says Hunter. ‘Shame the instructor’s such an asshole, though. Bit unnecessary, having a go at us for being late like that. When did being late ever hurt anyone?’ I think he knows it’s his fault we are late and feels guilty. 

I’m surprised that Hunter doesn’t mention how hot the instructor is. I guess his mind’s elsewhere right now. Obviously, because Hunter doesn’t mention it, I find myself focusing on just how inhumanly hot this guy is.

I look away for a moment, feeling myself flushing at Hunter’s mention of the ‘instructor’, desperate for him not to notice the powerful effect this man has had on me.

‘Anyway, listen,’ he says. ‘I’ll go and pay him for today then we’ve got to shoot off I’m afraid. I’m meant to be sorting through Neil's stuff tonight. He’s coming to collect it tomorrow morning, although I’ll probably have burnt it all by then.’

‘Hey,’ I find myself saying, ‘why don’t you just go and get on with that? I’ll pay, and then I fancy walking home tonight. It’s a nice enough evening, and I’m boiling. Fancy a bit of fresh air.’

‘You’ll be okay walking in that?’ he asks, looking at my outfit.

I glance down at myself, covered in sweat, which, now that I’ve cooled down, is making the fabric cling to my body even more tightly, leaving very, very little to the imagination. ‘It’s only a twenty-minute walk,’ I say. ‘And I’d be too hot to wear a jacket, even if I had one with me.’

‘Okay,’ Hunter smiles. He gives me a quick hug, and I smell his saltiness from working out. It’s not altogether unpleasant. I feel my cheek tingle where his skin touches it, and I think for a moment about how glad I am Hunter brought me here. He’s a good guy. ‘Listen, thank you for this. It means a lot.’ He pushes a ten pound note into my hand. ’Tonight was on me.’

I smile back at him, and he backs off, mumbling something about what a prick Neil is.

It suddenly strikes me that the room is now empty, apart from me and the instructor. I walk over to him with my ten pound note, checking my cheeks briefly in the mirror, hoping they aren’t scarlet, that I didn’t look too tragic. In actual fact, I’m kinda glowing, with a healthy pink flush spreading up my neck and onto my face, that makes my delicate features look more robust, somehow. My lips look red and full. My jaw looks sharp and chiseled. My eyes bright and deep brown. I look, more than anything, like I’ve just been making love.

The instructor is bending down over a punching bag when I cough. ‘Excuse me,’ I say. ‘My friend and I still need to pay you.’

He stops whatever he was doing and looks up at me. I feel guilty, weirdly, like I’ve just disturbed him. He looks deep into my eyes, holding my gaze for so long it almost feels like he’s testing me. Then he straightens up, his muscular body stretching out magnificently out to its full height. 

‘First lesson is free,’ he says gruffly, in that strange accent.

‘Oh,’ I reply, holding the ten pound note, a useless offering, then I let my hand fall to my side. I’m still a little out of breath after the session — I’m gonna be aching tomorrow.

‘I need your names though,’ he says. ‘For my sheet.’ He points to a sheet on a clipboard on his sports bag. 

‘Ah,’ I say, trying to regulate my breath. For some reason, even though I know I’ve got at least a reasonable level of fitness, my heart rate won’t go back to normal. ‘My friend is Hunter,’ I said.

‘And you?’ he asks, twisting his chest around a little, so that he was facing me head-on, his blue eyes piercing me.

‘I’m Giles,’ I breathe, almost in a whisper.

‘Giles,’ he says. ‘How unusual.’

He couldn’t have sounded more insulting if he’d tried. It’s not the first time I’ve felt embarrassed of my name. It’s effeminate, I know that much. And it makes you think of dusty librarians and wimpy clerks. 

But it’s strange. Being around this strong, focused man. For some reason, it’s making me want to play up to my feminine side. To not worry about hiding that side of myself. My voice. My posture. The things I would normally try to cover up. ‘What’s your name?’ I ask suddenly. ‘If you don’t mind me asking.’

‘I don’t mind,’ he says. ‘It’s Tyson.’ He pronounces the consonants with a strange, guttural depth, lingering over the ‘s’ in the middle, as if enjoying the sensation of the air rushing through his lips. Ty-son. All that exhalation of breath. It was so sexy.

‘I like your name,’ I say, full of wonder. ‘It’s fitting for a fighter.’

He raises an eyebrow. ‘It comes from the French for “firebrand”,’ he replies, and narrows his ice-blue eyes at me.

‘Firebrand,’ I echo, feeling my legs go weak. Must be from all that standing and punching. I must have exhausted my muscles. I feel like I could drop to the floor. ‘Are you French?’ I ask.

‘No,’ he replies, giving me no more information than that.

I feel his eyes, which, up until now, have been looking steadily into mine, wander a little lower, resting for a moment on my chest, rising and falling heavily with my big breaths, and then they wander lower still, to my tiny waist, my lean hips, my tight shorts.

‘I’ve got to pack up now,’ he says, running a hand over his short, golden-brown hair, and turning back to his sports bag, before I’ve even had a chance to say goodbye to him. ‘Don’t be late next week,’ he says gruffly. 

Well. What an arse. I’ve never come across such a bad-mannered teacher in all my life. 

I turn to walk out. 

Why is my heart still beating so fast?

I walk out of the garage, burning with rage - and something else.


FOUR



I am so angry and confused, as I walk home, that I’m barely looking where I’m going — I just stride across the pavements and roads, not even watching the traffic carefully, muttering under my breath. 

How have I let someone make me feel like this? I’ve always been so in control in the past. People rarely ruffle my feathers, and when they do, it’s generally over something important, like work. Not this - a night-time exercise class I’d only gone along to to help out a friend.

It’s not like I fancy him or anything. I could never be attracted to a man like that. I’m attracted to smart men, in suits. I like my boyfriends to be successful and driven businessmen; real go-getters, guys who like eating out, who like culture, guys who buy me presents and treat me right.

Or at least, I thought that was what I was attracted to. 

So why have I rejected almost every man that has asked me out in over a year? I’ve only dated two people since I was promoted to manager. One of them, by chance, was the manager of a rival company. It felt good at first, to date someone at my level. A man that knew how to manage his team would surely know how to manage me, right? 

At first it was fine. Pleasant, even. We went out to a few restaurants, to the theatre… we even had a weekend away in the Cotswolds. But soon enough, I got bored of it. Even the sex, which was alright sex as far as it went, began to bore me. It felt like a distraction, something I just had to get through so that I could make my excuses and leave, get back to my spreadsheets and my work.

And then there had been the man who came to fix the computers. I don’t normally do things like this, but I’d had a bad day and I was feeling harassed and horny, and he was trying so hard to impress me, while we were left alone in the office that evening. 

I knew he wanted me. The way he kept leaning over me to touch keys on my keyboard, putting his hand over mine to click the mouse, bending down over my desk, wiggling his ass at me. We did it there and then, over my desk, just like the old cliché. But I don’t know what it was; I just couldn’t get properly excited about it, even though it was so different from the smooth, wining and dining approach I’d stood by resolutely for the rest of my life. I think the IT guy had maybe just wanted me too much. It’s really unattractive to see someone trying so hard. Maybe that’s what it was.

I cross the road, barely looking at the lights to check the green man is lit up, and then I pass some office blocks.

The city’s beautiful in the evening. London’s always an amazing place, but the way the light changes in the summer is phenomenal. For a moment, I wish I was in a better mood so that I could really enjoy the salmon pink of the sunset. But I’m lost in thought, so I go back to that internal place I always seem to end up.

I’m not just in a relationship with my work, I’m fricking married to it. That’s my problem. If only something could take me away from that a little, help me let off some steam.

I walk towards the underpass, barely noticing how dark it’s getting.

Maybe that’s what I’m feeling now. Getting out some of that aggression has opened something up inside me. But what’s inside this space I’ve opened up? Is it just an empty hole, gaping like an open wound? 

Suddenly I feel a sharp jab in my chest, and for a terrifying moment I think maybe I’m having a heart attack, but then I become aware of two big guys with shaved heads, tackling me to the ground. 

‘How much you got, pretty boy?’ snarls one of them, grabbing the ten pound note I hadn’t realised I was still holding in my fist. 

The other guy puts his hand over my mouth and pins me down to the ground. ‘What’s a delicate thing like you doing out here alone, dressed like this?’ he asks, pushing me harder into the rough concrete. I try to scream but all that comes out is a muffled, garbled noise. 

I need to do something. Fast. But I don’t know what.

‘Fucking poofter,’ says the other man. ‘Only a poof would dress like this.’ His words hurt more than their hands, more than the shame I feel at not being able to defend myself.

I try to bite down on the fingers in front of my mouth, but the hand is clamped down too hard for me to open my lips.

Behind me comes another shout, and I brace myself. There are even more of them. This is it: I’m going to die.

As I lie on my back, looking up at the sky in terror, I see a silhouette move over me, hear the heavy thwack of flesh on flesh, and see the guy who took my ten pound note fall back onto the ground.

I see the dark shadow of a muscular leg, flicking out, and then another thwack, and the hand flies off my mouth and the other guy is on the ground as well.

‘Come on,’ says a low voice, giving me my ten pound note back, and then taking my hand and lifting me to my feet. Two strong, impossibly think arms pick me up, right off the ground, and carry me, with ease, away from the thugs, who lie groaning on the ground, grabbing their limbs, shocked and in pain.

It’s not until we reach a line of cars under the safety of some street lamps that I dare look up at my rescuer.

‘Are you okay?’ asks that same gruff voice I was cursing just a few minutes ago: Tyson.

‘I… I think so,’ I say, suddenly feeling the cold upon my skin, shivering.

Tyson lowers me to the ground, checks I am steady enough on my feet, and then takes off his black sports jacket and puts it around my shoulders. ‘Those guys won’t be bothering anyone again for a while,’ he says.

I look back towards the underpass, see that they’re still lying there, groaning. ‘That was amazing,’ I say, breathlessly. ‘The way you took them both down like that. Like something from a movie. Thank you.’

Tyson nods and puts a heavy hand on my shoulder. I feel electricity fizzle where his palm touches me. ‘I was driving past and saw it happen. Didn’t realise it was you, though.’

Something about the way he says that sounds dodgy. Was he following me home? Surely not. Why have I even got it into my head that this man would be interested in me in any way? It’s not like he’s giving off any gay signals, is it?

‘You look shaken,’ he says, giving my shoulder a squeeze. ‘Let me drive you home.’


FIVE



Tyson follows me up the small concrete steps leading up to my apartment building. I sense that he’s keen to check I get into my flat okay. I feel like I’ve been rambling in the car, like I’ve shaking slightly and I’m still in shock. I must’ve been a sorry sight.

I find my key and, trembling, manage to get it in the lock. ‘I’ve never been mugged before,’ I say quietly, ‘and certainly not attacked like that.’

Tyson doesn’t reply, but follows me into the building and waits beside me as I press the button for the lift.

‘It really makes you realise how vulnerable you are,’ I continue. Then I stop, and look at his razor-sharp cheekbones, his strong, stubbled jaw, his hard stomach. ‘I guess that’s not something you feel very often: vulnerability,’ I say, as the lift pings and the doors open.

I get into the lift and press the number two, and, silently, Tyson follows behind me. It’s strange. His gaze was so sure of itself earlier, when he had stared intently into my eyes back at the gym, when they had trailed down my neck, onto my stomach, and down… But now, it’s like he doesn’t know where to look. Or like he desperately wants to look somewhere in particular, but feels it’s inappropriate. Like he won’t let himself.

I catch sight of myself in the lift mirror, and recoil. My face is streaked with dark mud from where I’ve been pressed into the dirt. My hair is matted and slick with filth, and I have sweat patches under my arms, even though I’m shivering. What a damn mess.

For a moment, I catch Tyson's reflection regarding my own, and I feel it, the intensity of that look between us, in the silence of that small space. ‘I-,’ I begin to say, unsure what words are about to topple out next. ‘I-,’

Fortunately, before I have time to make even more of a fool of myself, the lift doors slide open.

Thank God. I’ve no doubt I would’ve embarrassed myself had I continued to speak.

We walk towards my front door in silence, and then I open the entrance to my flat. ‘Let me get you a cup of or something,’ I say, in that terribly effete, British way of mine, aware that Tyson probably isn’t the sort of person that drinks cups of tea. ‘Or I could get you a coffee or a beer, or…’

I lead Tyson into my living room, ashamed of the mess I’ve left it in. There are files from work spread out all over the coffee table, a coat flung over the sofa - and - horror of horrors - there are a pair of my briefs drying on top of the radiator. Not my best briefs either. Just my plain old white cotton undies, with a thin, white waistband. No designer undies for me. Why couldn’t I at least have left a pair of Calvin Kleins out to dry? 

I guess the answer is this: because I never go on any dates any more, and I never have any reason to wear impressive underwear. Comfort is all I ever think about these days.

Thinking about my underwear makes me aware of how little I’m wearing right now. That I’m was standing in my living room with someone I only met for the first time that evening, a man who’d been ordering around forty well-built people in a rough old garage, shouting at us to throw punches this way and that, telling us we weren’t punching hard enough, that we didn’t have enough intention behind our shots.

Here he is now, a fighter, in my living room, and I’m half-naked. At least I have his jacket over my shoulders, wearing it like some kind of cape.

And he - why is he keeping so damn quiet?

‘Giles,’ he says suddenly. Hearing my name said out loud like that, with that foreign accent of hers, makes me weak at the knees. 

‘Yes, Tyson?’ Two can play at that game. I’ll say his name back to him. Pronouncing those consonants just how he likes it. See if that has any effect on him. Imagine if I could make a man like him weak at the knees!

He looks down at me, then lay his hands on my shoulders. He opens his mouth, runs his tongue slowly across his lips, as if he’s was about to say something, then he pauses. He whips the jacket off my back, leaving the chill of the cool air suddenly on my body. He opens his mouth again. ‘I’ve got to go.’ 

Without another word, he turns around and walks out of my apartment. The door slams moodily behind him.

That man really isn’t one for goodbyes.


SIX



After exercizing in a sweaty gym, and then being pushed into filthy mud by thugs, it’s hardly an understatement to say that it’s a relief to get in the shower. There’s something oddly reassuring about seeing all my shower cremes, neatly lined up. The expensive, rosewater one, for my face. The sandalwood shower gel, and zingy grapefruit and salt scrub for my body. The ylang-ylang shampoo and conditioner. All the smells I associate with being clean, refreshed, ready to face the world again.

I wash the mud off my face first, relieved to rid myself of the marks of the assault, wondering whether I should’ve gone to the police about it tonight. Or at least called in the attack. I was so wrapped up in the fact Tyson had rescued me, I hadn’t even thought about it. 

I’ll call the police in the morning. The memory of the homophobic slurs those bastards shouted at me ring in my ears. Guys like that never deserve to get away with it. I know they’re not going to be doing anything like the attack again for a while - not if those blows I’d heard were anything to go by. They’ll be limping for days.

The shower gel next, a delicate sandalwood creme, which I take time to rub all over my body, making sure I pay attention to my armpits, where I’ve been sweating the most, but also the back of my neck, my shoulders, my chest. 

I can’t stop thinking about the sound of Tyson's fist smacking those guys. So forceful, like he didn’t even think about what he was doing, he just acted entirely upon instinct, on impulse. There is something so strangely passionate in that, the confidence of a man who knows when to punch and when to hold back. 

I massage the cream into my chest for a little longer, enjoying the feeling of my nipples hardening under the stream of hot water.

Ty-son.

It’s such a powerful name. Where does he come from?

I watch the foam drip in rivulets down my stomach, feeling a new tightness in my muscles that I’ve never felt after a thirty-minute run. My whole body feels like it’s been tuned up a notch, sensitive and strong, ready for action.

I move my hands down to my flat stomach, rubbing the cream over my taut skin, then move my hands down, further still. I open my lips under the jet of water and let a hot stream of it run into my mouth.

‘Ty-son,’ I say, my mouth full of hot liquid.

The more I say his name, the harder, hotter, more aroused I feel. It’s impossible to think of him without thinking of his own manhood. Would it be as huge and hard as the rest of his body? 

How would his cock feel, slamming into me? 

 ‘Ty-son.’

I move my hands further down still, onto the mound of coarse pubic hair, and then I meet my rising desire with my hand, letting my digits slip up and down the slick shaft of my cock. I move slowly at first, but in moments I’m sliding faster, enjoying imagining that it’s Tyson I’m giving pleasure too, and then that it’s Tyson’s hand on my manhood.

Then, thinking still about the sound of those punches, and the feeling of Tyson's palms pressing down onto me, against my stomach, and down, down onto my arse, I squeeze my fingers hard around myself, and let the water in my mouth shoot out, a hot wet spurt.

I moan with pleasure, the harsh sounds of Tyson's name escaping my open lips again and again.


SEVEN



‘So,’ says Hunter, his voice still deep through my phone’s tinny speaker, on the phone, ‘Is my hot gay friend up for kickboxing again tomorrow?’ I’m sitting at my desk, looking at a pile of unanswered emails.

I kinda love it when Hunter calls me his ‘hot gay friend’. I know it sounds corny, a cliché or whatever, but it feels good that someone as handsome as Hunter would call me ‘hot’. Besides, he’s also my hot gay friend. It works both ways.

Almost a week has passed, and I haven’t said a word to Hunter about the mugging, or about Tyson coming to my apartment. He would no doubt tell me I was stupid, I know, to have let an aggressive arsehole like Tyson into my apartment when I hardly knew him, and he’d have had a go at me for not contacting the police. I did contact them, of course, the next morning, as I’d agreed with myself, but still - I didn’t exactly come off well in that whole story, and I don’t want my best friend knowing how foolish I’ve been. 

Besides - Hunter has enough on his plate right now. Neil finally collected his things, but not before throwing an absolute shit-fit about the way their relationship ended. Honestly, drama and trouble seem to follow Hunter like a second shadow. Now he’s back to experiencing single life again. With all its opportunity and potential heartache. He doesn’t need any extra hassle.

Maybe we should go out on the pull together. That’s what single friends do together, right?

’Tomorrow?’ I echo, clicking away on my mouse, dragging things, unread, into my trash folder. So much spam email these days. I need some sort of firewall protection, or whatever it’s called. I’m not sure. I’m really not that great at all that computer stuff. People, though - I am good at people. Normally I am, anyway.

‘Gosh, I didn’t realise it was tomorrow,’ I say, aware of how blatantly it sounds like I’m lying. ‘That’s come around quickly.’

I begin dragging emails into the trash without even checking them first. I’m getting flustered.

‘Uh, yeah… sure. I’ll be there tomorrow night.’

‘Wear something sensible this time, you little exhibitionist,’ he says cheekily, and then hangs up. Very nice. Very Hunter.


EIGHT



Sorry mate, the text message reads. Not gonna make it tonight. Neil wants to talk. You know me — I can’t resist a wanker. xxx

Shit. I’m only five minutes away from the gym. How am I going to cope on my own, without a partner? The only thing that got me through last week’s session was having a friend to train with. Should I even bother going, if Hunter isn’t going to be there? How is Tyson going to treat me, after what happened between us last week? Is he going to keep staring at me, in that quiet, incandescent way of his?

The truth is, I desperately want to see him again. Even though I’d barely been able to walk for two days after the training last time, with all those sit-ups and leg raises and planks and what-not. It was easily the most intense exercise class I’ve ever taken. 

And Tyson has ignited something within me. I’ve said his name over and over to myself so many times this week, and I’ve been getting pretty fucking horny as I’ve been doing it. My cock’s been harder for longer this week than it has been for years, and I keep getting aroused at very inappropriate times. I found myself rubbing my dick against my desk as I sat under it at work, grinding my arse down into the leather, massaging it and turning myself on. Almost got caught doing it when one of my colleagues walked into the office without knocking.

And at home - well at home I’ve been going crazy. I jerked off in the shower, in bed, on the sofa, at the kitchen table - all over my apartment - and all the while, saying that name, over and over again, wondering what it might feel like to have those biceps wrapped around me. Those taut thighs pounding into me. And this really isn’t normal for me. I barely touch myself these days. Perhaps on a lazy Sunday morning, when I have nothing pressing to do, and some time to spare, I might stay in bed and try, slowly and lazily to get myself off. 

But this is completely different. I’ve been in a constant state of arousal. The lightest touch brushing against my skin - a bit of fabric, a breeze - anything is enough to set me off again. I must have jerked off nearly twenty times in seven days - and yes, a couple of those times were at work. I just feel as though I’m completely out of control.

I’m sure that all this has nothing to do with the actual, real-life Tyson. Yes, okay, meeting him had set me off — there’s no doubt about that. His powerful name and his tight skin, his muscles, his piercing scowl. But obviously, in reality, I don’t want a man like that to fuck me. Of course not. 

This is all just, like, some kind of weird fantasy or something, brought on by the fact he rescued me.

It’s all just make-believe. It’s my body’s way of saying: Giles, it’s been a while. Find yourself a nice bloke and settle down. Come on. Get yourself a dependable man and then get on and enjoy your life.

I’m almost at the garage now. This time I’ve come prepared. I’ve got a grey hooded sweatshirt on over my sports kit, and I’ve got plenty of money for a taxi home afterwards.

One thing I haven’t done, though, is - as Hunter put it - worn ‘something sensible this time’.

I don’t know. Feeling horny all week, remembering how it felt having Tyson's eyes all over me, I just couldn’t bring myself to put on a tracksuit, to cover up all that bare skin. In fact, this week, I’m wearing a tight vest, showing off my lean arms and the hard cut of my pecs. I looked at myself in the mirror before I came out, pleased to see the muscle tone beginning to change ever so slightly after last week’s session. I just don’t feel like hiding myself away.

I’m wearing baby blue shorts tonight, along with my vest. I feel bold, like I don’t want to pretend to be someone I’m not. I dress how I dress, and I act how I act. And if anyone has a problem with me, well, fuck ‘em.

I open the door of the gym, right on time.


CHAPTER NINE



Tyson is at the edge of the room, punching a red punchbag, moaning with the effort of each thunderous punch. The bag swings precariously back each time, and he slips and bobs left and right to dodge it, then goes straight back in for more. 

I try to attract his attention, desperate to make eye contact with him, feeling like we share some sort of secret now he’s been into my apartment. I doubt whether he’s been into anyone else here’s home. 

I look at the rows of athletic, tough bodies. Snarling girls with short hair, with almost manly-tight bodies, and big butch men, with crooked noses, veins straining out of their arm muscles. 

And then I catch myself in the mirror. I feel like a bunny rabbit among a room full of wolves.

I look again towards Tyson, dying to wave a hand in his direction, or even shout his (sexy) name, but instead I hold back, leaving him to his moans and punches, and I hand my money to a brown belt collecting cash in the corner.

I’m relieved not to be late tonight, but shocked at how tough the warm-up is. I thought a warm up was meant to be for easing yourself in gently, but this is full-on from the start. Bouncing up and down on the balls of our feet, then breaking into a sprint, then jogging, then sprinting, then bouncing again. It’s easy enough for like, the first two minutes, but, ten minutes on and I’m already sweating like a pig. 

Still, I keep bouncing, exactly as we are told, keeping my eyes firmly on Tyson, waiting desperately for him to spot me at the back of the room, for some sort of shared smile between us, a signal that something more than an ordinary class has now passed between us. 

I try so hard to make sure that all my exercises are done with perfect form. I want to make sure that when Tyson eventually looks at me, he sees just how serious I am about improving my fitness, and learning to fight.

Shit, why isn’t he looking?

He tells us to get into pairs, and I cross my fingers desperately for an odd number, so that I might have to pair up with him, but no such luck. A yellow belt guy with a shaved head steps towards me.

‘Hi,’ he says, in a strong Mancunian accent. ‘I’m Cal.’ He reaches out for me to shake his hand, which I think is a tad over-formal, but I guess he’s just trying to be polite.

Cal has the patience of a saint with me during the exercises, though I barely knew what I am meant to be doing. He’s careful not to jab the focus mitts too hard, knowing that I haven’t yet built up the strength to resist a full-power punch, and he smiles at me encouragingly when it’s my turn to remember the drill. 

When we come to use the kick pads, and I have to throw my leg across his body, he’s good enough not to look me in the eyes, so I didn’t feel awkward, my leg momentarily wrapped so closely around his.

Really, all in all, Cal is a nice guy. And he isn’t so bad-looking, either. A clean sort of attractive. Happy, smiling blue eyes, and smartly-ironed kickboxing gear. Also, he is obviously straight. Obviously.

But what about Tyson? Straight or gay? Or too animal to be either?

While I’m meant to be practising my left-hook on Cal, I sneak a look at Tyson. He’s standing behind a girl with short blonde hair. The girl is struggling to twist properly during the wind-up for her left-hook, and Tyson has his hands on the girl, guiding her hips this way and that, controlling her. 

It’s totally innocent, of course, but it reminds me of the way he touched me last week. About how special it had made me feel. What a fool I’ve been.

I feel a bubble of jealousy at first, and then one of anger.

How dare you ignore me like this, and then put your hands on someone else?

Last week, I’d thought - stupidly, I guess - I thought I’d been the focus of his attention. This week he doesn’t even know I exist. He’s had a whole week to forget about me. Probably fucked a hundred girls or guys since our last encounter, had every last memory of me fucked out of him by some sexy Oriental martial arts master. 

I’m no master. Nothing special. I’m was just a regular man. An efficient, hard-working, successful man, but a mere mortal nonetheless.

I begin to hit the focus mitts harder and harder, and Cal is suddenly beaming. ‘You’re improving,’ he says. ‘You’ll be a pro in no time.’ 

I hit the pad again, and take myself by surprise when I hear a short grunt of aggression escape between my teeth.


TEN



At the end of the lesson, Cal asks for my number. ‘Listen, I wouldn’t normally do something like this,’ he says. ‘It’s just, I really enjoyed partnering with you today, and… well, if you’d let me take you to dinner, I could share some tips with you if you like… I mean, I’m assuming that you’re… I don’t know… Sorry if I’m wrong…’

What the fuck? Cal’s gaydar has picked up that I’m gay, but I hadn’t picked it up on him! How the hell did he do it? I feel like I was acting pretty straight today. You know, all manly and stuff. And he- well. Knock me down with a feather.

It’s kind of nice to see Cal like this. He looks so suddenly nervous, so afraid he’s gonna offend me if he’s wrong. I look over at Tyson, with his back to me, and then again at Cal. 

I’m about to say yes, and why shouldn’t I? But something’s holding me back.

‘I’ll pass,’ I say, ‘things are weirdly complicated with me right now.’ I smile, but I’m never good at stuff like this. It sounds like I’m lying, because I am.

‘Hey that’s no problem, I get it.’ His own smile is wry, but his words are gracious. He gives a nod, then turns to leave.

Come on, Giles. Why can’t you find a way to live a little.

I’m still puzzling over my decision as I walk over to my rucksack and pick up my shoes. Why does it feel like I’m holding out for Tyson? I don’t know the first thing about the guy. But there’s something, some strange buzzing in the pit of my stomach. Excitement. Or terror.

Just then I hear a familiar gruff voice behind me. 

‘Had fun with the yellow belt, did you?’ he asks.

I drop my shoes and whip around, realizing that again, I’m the only one left in here with him. 

‘His name is Cal,’ I say, trying to sound matter-of-fact, but aware that my nervousness and frustration are already spilling out.

Tyson looks at me, without responding, and then he takes off his gloves.  His fingers are slender and smooth-looking, despite the number of times he must have pounded them against hard surfaces, despite how hulking and huge he is.

‘And yes, I did have fun with him, actually,’ I continue. ‘He’s very friendly.’

Tyson cracks his knuckles.

I wonder how far I can push this, whether any of it is even bothering him at all. ‘He asked for my number,’ I say. It’s an obvious test, but I’m going with it.

Tyson reaches for the red punchbag, hanging by the wall, and he pulls it into the centre of the room.

‘Bit of a surprise for me,’ I say, turning to watch him.

Tyson steps forward, left foot in front, and puts his left fist to his cheek. He pulls back his right fist, and then punches the bag with a moan. 

Am I having any kind of effect on him? Does he care? Is what happened with Cal winding him up somehow?

‘So,’ I say, growing in bravery, ‘I guess he wants to take me out. And I don’t think he just wants to be friends, if you know what I mean.’

Tyson begins punching the bag repeatedly, punching and growling, punching and growling. It’s like I’m watching a wild creature rip apart its prey. His taut muscles ripple with each movement, as his body works to a singular goal. I’ve never seen anything like it, such an animal display, someone letting go so completely. It’s like he’s barely even human, like he’s really not much more than an animal, driven by deep, base desires.

‘Tyson,’ I say, softer now, ‘are you okay?’

He stops punching, and gazes at me with those steely, ice-blue eyes. Slowly, he begins to lift off his vest, up and over his head.

As his top begins to come off, I can’t help but stare. In fact, can barely believe it. I knew he’d have a six-pack, but this is incredible, ridiculous. That photograph I saw on the flyer for this place - that hadn’t been Photoshopped. It is real. It’s a picture of Tyson’s stomach. He has a full-on six pack - so completely defined. Each square of muscle so thick and tough. His body bulges with flesh and yet looks as hard as rock.

My eyes run up and down his torso, over his clearly defined flank muscles, over his huge, powerful chest. He must be almost inhumanly strong. I have a sudden, powerful urge to touch his flesh, to let my hands slowly trail over the warm, hard flesh. Would his body feel at all like mine? Or would it be somehow different — full of an inner warmth and power that somehow radiates through his skin. It’s then, when my eyes have been locked on his body for what is an unusual amount of time, that I notice he is looking right at me. I look away for a moment, ashamed, embarrassed.

‘I’m going to teach you something,’ he finally says, throwing his vest on the floor and then letting another fist fly at the punch bag. ‘You need to learn some self-defence moves, so if what happened to you last week ever happens again, you’ll be ready for it.’

Okay. He is at least talking about last week. I’d assumed he just wasn’t going to mention it. 

‘Come here,’ he says, and pulls me towards him.

I’m so close now that I’m almost touching his bare skin; I’m so close I can feel the warmth radiating off his body. I am desperate to move forwards a millimetre, to brush my flesh against his, to feel his caramel-coloured nipples harden against mine.

But he quickly pulls me around, a little too hard by the wrists, so that my back is to him. Then he yanks me backwards by the hips, pulling me even closer. I can feel him up against me, feel his massiveness pushing into me.

‘This is your enemy,’ he whispers into my ear, each of his words sending shivers up my spine.

He points at the red punch bag.

‘Let’s imagine your enemy is coming towards you.’

He pushes the bag hard out in front of us, and it swings back dangerously towards me, with great force. The bag’s heavy — if it hits me, it could seriously hurt. But Tyson swipes us expertly out of the way, pushing my head to the right, and holding me there while the bag swings back. ‘Punch it,’ he whispers in my ear. ‘Punch it out of the way. Save yourself.’

The punchbag begins speeding towards me again, but this time Tyson holds me rooted to the spot, unable to move. The bag flys towards my face. I yelp and hold out my hands, barely nudging the bag away. ‘What the fuck!’ I shout. ‘This isn’t helping me!’

The bag goes flying backwards, then swings towards me again. This time I punch it away a little harder, with more conviction. But I’m furious. ‘Listen, I don’t know if you’re angry at me about Cal, or what your problem is-,’ I hit the bag again, ‘-but you’re acting like a total wanker!’

Tyson's muscular arms reach out and grab the punchbag, and I notice, as he leans forwards, that he was grinds himself lightly into my groin. 

Holy fuck. He’s hard. Not just hard.

Enormous.

He holds the punchbag still, and presses his body more firmly against. I’m breathing, feeling his body hold me tight, feeling that thing between his leg throbbing against my body. 

And then, before I know it, his lips are on me, kissing my ears, my neck, my cheeks, his arms still holding the punchbag just inches from my face. 

Then, holding it now only with one strong arm, he grabs my stomach with his free hand, and pushes me into him. He grinds his cock between my buttocks, hard and thick and warm.

I feel a hardness of my own start to throb at my groin, just as it has done all those times this week, whenever I’ve thought about his name. ‘Tyson…’ I murmur. ‘Ty-son.’


ELEVEN



Tyson's hand moves from my stomach, up to my chest, running over the tight white material of my vest, and I feel my nipples harden at his touch. His hands feel so strong, but so soft. I feel like these hands have the power to break me apart if they want to, and yet here they are, sliding all over me, gently at first, and then in big, desperate handfuls, like he wants every inch of me in his palms.

‘You know you’re fucking hot,’ he growls in my ear, with that beautiful (Scandinavian?) twang in his voice. ‘You know how much I’ve been wanting you.’

‘Then why did you ignore me all night?’ I ask. ‘You wouldn’t even look at me.’

‘I knew that if I looked at you, I’d just want to fuck you,’ he says, and presses himself deep against my tiny shorts, making my entire body tingle with pleasure. 

I grab onto the punch bag in front of me, so that Tyson has two free hands. He holds me tight for a moment, demonstrating just how strong he really is, then he runs his fingers down my body, and kneels behind me. As I feel his on my back above my shorts, I worry for a moment. I’ve been working out for the last hour and a half. I must smell of salt and sweat. It might put him off me if we do this now.

But there’s no need for me to worry.

This man is wild for me.

He spins me round and in one movement, rips my shorts down so that they fall to my ankles. My cock springs up, hard and wet with precum, so desperate for his touch. I don’t have long to wait. 

He’s on me like he a wild beast, putting his hungry, animal mouth over my dick and swallowing , gulping me down. He sucks and eats me like I’m the first meal he’s tasted in months, and as he does it, he growls.

A shudder of pleasure shoots around my body, the vibrations of his guttural voice making me weak at the knees.

‘Yes!’ I shout, holding onto the punch bag for dear life. ‘Don’t stop, whatever you do…’

Tyson continues to eat me, and eat me and eat me, and with each mouthful he takes I feel like I’m being taken deep inside him, like soon I could melt down his throat and slide into his body, that we’ll be one person, with the same arms, the same strong body. My cock has never felt this good. After months of only my fingers, Tyson’s mouth is driving me crazy. 

He looks up at me, his clear eyes shimmering with filthy lust, and I feel like a deep well, full of water, like a rocket, red and fiery, like a lion, proud and strong. I feel like a million different things at once, but, most of all, I feel like I’m going to come.

Tyson grabs hold of my buttocks with his strong hands, pulling me even deeper into him. I don’t know how he’s taking me in this far, swallowing me up entirely. My legs are shaking, and the blood runs to my head, as well as to my hot, hard dick.

Tyson sucks the tip of my cock, his tongue circling one way, and then the other, like he’s moving in on his prey, and then, all of a sudden, I feel him push a long, slim finger into my hungry ass. My muscles tighten around it — so much longer than my own fingers. The pleasure of having something so slender and so strong inside me, something that made up part of a fist that was capable of punching a man — two men — to the ground, pushes me over the edge.

I grab onto the punch bag and I shout, a growl of pleasure so loud and powerful I surprise myself.

The waves of ecstasy flood over me. I tremble and I shake, and I drop, slowly to the floor. 

Tyson holds onto me tight as I shoot my load into his willing mouth, and he pulls me deeper into him. He swallows me down, looks at me with those big blue eyes. ‘You taste amazing,’ he says quietly, and then, lying me down on my side, as I feel far too dreamy to stand up, he kisses me full on the lips, and then says: ‘I have to go now.’

‘Go?’ I ask, with a slightly slurred voice, the effect of the most incredible orgasm I remember ever having. ‘Go where?’

‘It’s not right,’ he scowls, pulling on his vest. ‘I’m your teacher. This isn’t meant to happen.’

And then he stands up, taking his massive, still hard cock, and leaving me lying there in a heap on the floor, thighs shaking, desperately wanting more.


TWELVE



Back at my apartment, I don’t know what to do with myself. I am angry - very angry - but I am also confused. How could he do that to me? Ignore me one minute, bring me to orgasm the next? And, even worse than that, even though he’d given me the best orgasm of my life, rather than satisfying me, it had left me hungry for more. Much more. 

I feel like between my legs I have a hunger, and I desperately need to satiate myself.

I need Tyson to fuck me. Really, truly fuck me, and I need it fast.

Does it sound tacky? Well, it’s true.

He’s worked me up into a frenzy.

I try doing normal things. Make a cup of tea, watch some TV, have a cold shower, but nothing can take away this ache.

At that moment, as if trying to help take my mind of the situation, my phone buzzes, and I see I have a text message. It was from Hunter.

Honestly — fuck Neil. Fuck fuck fuck what a piece of work. Have you eaten yet? I want big burgers and thick, juicy gossip, Giles.

I look at my phone, almost angry that it’s not Tyson — not that he’s got my number or anything, of course. But then I think about Hunter, and how he somehow always make me feel better. I decide to go for it. It’s Friday night. No work tomorrow. Why not?

No, I haven’t eaten yet. Been at kickboxing. Remember how you were meant to be there with me? What time shall we meet? You owe me a burger, I reckon.

I’m only trying to tease him, hopefully he’ll know that I’m not actually annoyed with him. He obviously had to see Neil, and it’s no problem really.

Hunter texts back immediately.

I knew you’d be hungry after kickboxing. Half an hour. I’ll pick you up. Dinner’s on me, don’t worry. Can’t wait to hear all about the weird world of Tyson’s kickbox class.

As I get ready to go out, I feel super grateful for having a friend like Hunter. Even with all the drama he brings to my life, there’s something reassuring about how consistent that drama is.

I slip into a simple outfit — a tan suit with a white t-shirt underneath, summery and lightweight. I can still feel my body warm from the work-out earlier. Both of the workouts that I’ve put myself through.

And as I keep waiting, I feel a strange tingle in my body. Like something strange and exciting is happening to me, and I don’t know what’s going to happen next.


THIRTEEN



Outside, a car approaches me.

It’s a car I’ve seen before. A grey four-wheel drive. A Subaru, with huge alloy wheels, a sports grill, and blacked-out privacy glass in the rear windows. It’s a car that says: don’t cross me - you don’t stand a chance. 

The car’s engine revs and growls as it moves along the kerb, up to my front door, and the window hisses down. Tyson is wearing a greasy t-shirt and his kickboxing pants. His hair is even slicker than usual, and his eyes are wide between his thick, dark lashes. He looks filthy, and unbelievably handsome. ‘We need to talk,’ he says.

I smooth down my tan suit, awkwardly, thinking how strange it is that just a couple of hours ago he had been touching me in a grimy gym, his mouth engulfing my most sensitive parts. And now here I am, in an expensive suit, so obviously waiting for someone else. What must he think of me? I wonder for a moment if he might think I’m waiting for Cal…

‘Well?’ he asks, his voice impassive. ‘Are you getting in?’

I look up and down the road, wondering where Hunter is, if he’s about to appear around the corner any minute, and see me with Tyson. For once, I feel good about the fact that Hunter is always late.

‘Fine,’ I say. And I find myself getting into the car - but this time into the back of the car, behind the safety of the privacy glass, and we drove away.

I don’t spot Hunter as we head for the motorway, but I send him a message so that he knows I’m not gonna be around. He’s probably decided to see Neil again or something equally dumb. Who knows what he’s up to?

Tyson doesn’t say much during the journey, except to tell me again that it’s best we have a chat, and that we’ll be going back to his place. He doesn’t fancy the noise of a crowded bar, he says, and besides, he desperately needs a shower. Can’t force his stink on poor, innocent people in a public place.

But you’ll force it on me, I think grumpily, smelling the manly, post-exercise scent in the confined space of the car, and feeling less angry when I realise that I’m becoming turned on by it.


FOURTEEN



Tyson pulls into the driveway in silence, and I have to admit that I feel a little disappointed he doesn’t live in some kind of luxury apartment block at the riverside.

His apartment block, at the wrong end of town, is an enormous hulk of concrete, with wire fencing around it, and threatening signs on the sides of the building, warning the kids: NO SKATEBOARDING, NO BALL GAMES, NO GRAFFITI. It’s certainly not a part of town I’m used to spending time in.

We get out of the car, and I follow Tyson up some concrete steps. ‘No lift here,’ he says gruffly, running a hand through his hair, and I follow him up two flights of stairs, then three, then four, desperate not to appear like I am flagging in front of him, as he just seems to glide effortlessly up, his strong legs barely even straining under the effort.

Finally, on the fifth floor, we stop. ‘This is it,’ he says, and opens a door painted with the number 247.

As soon as he opens the door, I notice a bizarre mixture of smells greeting me inside. There’s the unmistakeable musk of incense, something heady and strong like patchouli. But there are other, stranger smells too. Spices, exotic like cardamom, tangy and sweet like aniseed and liquorice, and hot, like pungent chilli. It’s like I’ve stepped into one of those crammed-to-the-brim supermarkets I’ve come across in Chinatown near Covent Garden. It’s so overwhelming that I even feel a little dizzy as I walk through the corridor into the living room.

My own living room window looks out over a small park and a primary school; it’s an almost quaint and countryside-like view, despite being in the middle of the city. Tyson’s view is all city. I forget about the monstrous concrete block on the outside of this place, and know immediately why you’d want to live in a flat like this. The evening sun is glowing with its last embers, as it sinks beneath the horizon, drenching the city in a deep, dusky pink. Office blocks, skyscrapers, the gherkin… you can see it all from here. It’s magnificent.

‘Take a seat,’ says Tyson, and I look around for the most appropriate place to sit. I’m ashamed to discover how pristine his flat is - there’s no drying laundry in here, no stacks of paper and rubbish strewn about the place. I perch on a black leather sofa, facing the window, feeling incredibly over-dressed in my suit. Tyson looks amazing just in his simple kickboxing gear, of course. ‘I’ll get you a drink,’ he says, and I watch his tight, muscular ass, in his low-slung martial arts pants, disappearing off into another room.

I take the opportunity to take a good look around the space I’m in. I’ve never been in a flat anything like it. The most striking thing I notice, is that every wall, instead of being full of paintings, like mine, is full of hanging weapons. And I’m not talking country gents’ shooting rifles. I’m talking Samurai swords. They have ornate, engraved handles, in deep blues and pearlescent whites. Almost elegant in their slender beauty, until you notice the the sharpness of their long, curved blades, and realise how easily they could slice through flesh — probably even bone.

Rather than feel scared surrounded by all this weaponry, I actually find something stirring inside me. The same sort of aggression I’ve felt building up in me during my two kickboxing sessions. That feeling of wild abandon at being able to let go, to express myself through the power of my punches.

Tyson walks in holding a bottle of wine and two glasses. Interesting. I wouldn’t have taken him as a Chablis sort of a guy. Maybe he’s more refined than I give him credit for.

‘You like the swords, I see,’ he says. 

I nod. ‘They’re beautiful,’ I reply, and I think I mean it.

He sits on the sofa beside me, and pours us both a generous glass of the wine. He hands one to me, and then - without saying ‘cheers’, I can’t help but notice - he begins to drink. He drinks like he’s parched, like he was in the desert, drinking from his first cup of water in days.

I lift my own glass to my lips, and I follow suit.

‘They’re such beautiful weapons,’ he says. ‘Imbued with such a deep-rooted sense of magic, and folklore. The Samurai used to name their swords, believing that within the sword lived their warrior spirit.’

I thought about those words. Warrior spirit. Is that what Tyson has been unlocking in me?

He points at one of the swords, hanging over the fireplace, with an indigo handle, studded with tiny, iridescent crystals. ‘This one reminds me of a Masamune sword. Masamune was one of the most talented craftsmen, who began the tradition of Soshu sword-making. See those crystals, set in that deep, pearly material? They were thought to resemble the night sky.’

I look out of the window, at the real night sky, feeling disappointed for a moment that the lights of the city hide the stars from view. I’d love to sit under the stars with this man.

‘Masamune’s swords,’ he says, ‘rather than being regarded as brutish or evil, were actually considered to be deeply spiritual and benevolent, incapable of harming anything that was innocent or undeserving.’ He takes a large mouthful of wine, and I do the same, feeling the crisp, dry flavors crackling on my tongue.

‘Unfortunately,’ he continues, ‘we always hurt the people around us. Even when they don’t deserve it.’


FIFTEEN



‘Listen, I’ve been talking for too long,’ he says. ‘You’ve barely said a word. Tell me about yourself.’

I fiddle with the wine glass in my hands, realizing that he knows almost nothing about me. For a moment, looking at the glass in my hands, I think of Hunter, and feel a rush of guilt. Is Hunter waiting outside my apartment, hoping I’ll step out of my front door at any moment? How many missed calls do I have? I gulp another mouthful of wine. Tyson notices how fast I’m drinking, and gives me a top-up.

I’m sitting next to Tyson in my t-shirt. My tan blazer lies next to me on the couch. I’m still overdressed, and now I look like something from an eighties boardroom.

‘I manage a company,’ I say, aware of how boring that sounds. ‘A paper company.’ Shit. Way to spice things up, Giles. That should get Tyson going. Paper! Here I am, talking to this rock of a man, about paper!

I think of that game I used to play when I was little… rock, paper, scissors… Rock wins against paper, doesn’t it? No, wait a minute. I remember my brother, wrapping his palm around my fist. Paper covers rock! he used to shout, and I always thought how stupid that was, something so fragile, able to envelop something so hard and tough.

I look at Tyson. He’s gazing intently at me, waiting for me to say more.

‘For the last few years,’ I say, ‘I’ve been married to my work. I’m incredibly ambitious. But it comes at a price. It was only when I came along to your first class, with my friend Hunter, that I realised how much of life I’d been missing out on…’

Tyson reaches out and takes my hand, and as I feel the warmth of his skin, I can almost feel the pulsing of blood in his veins, he is pressed so close. ‘I’ve been missing out on a lot too,’ he says. ‘I don’t normally do things like… what happened today…’ I can see he’s struggling. I think it was the first time I’ve ever seen him looking out of his depth. I want to kiss him and tell him it’s okay. ‘I owe you an apology,’ he says at last.

‘An apology?’ I wonder which of his countless rude acts he’s about  to make amends for.

‘It was an ex,’ he says, looking up at one of the swords on the wall. ‘He left over a year ago, but it took me a while to get over him.’

I feel irritated all of a sudden. ‘And you’re telling me this because…’

‘I’ve found it difficult to trust people, since then. When we ended up… getting so close in the gym today, I panicked. Have you ever had your heart broken?’

I look down at my glass, sadly, and shake my head. ‘No. I haven’t.’

‘I used to train with him. We started taking classes together, years ago. He was a natural. Loved it so much that he started taking extra classes. Without me. His new trainer was a woman called Lex. I mean, Lex! What kind of a name is that?’

‘And he had sex with her? Sex with Lex?’

He turns away for a moment, and then puts down his glass and walks over to the window, his back to me. ‘It was the first time he’d ever been with a woman. Or at least that’s what he told me,’ he says. ‘But I could tell he was lying.’

With the evening city lights behind him, Tyson’s silhouette is astonishing. Every contour screams out ‘man’ to me. Man, man, man. His body is perfect.

‘It must have been hard for you,’ I say gently. ‘But you’ve got to move on.’ I think of Hunter, and remember that I need to get in touch with him soon. I wonder for a moment what he might have spoken about to Neil. I hope to God they haven’t got back together. That guy was trouble.

‘I guess I’ve just focused on my work,’ he says. ‘You know what that’s like.’

I put down my glass, and stand up, moving towards him, amazed that this man and I might actually have something in common. I stand beside him, my bare arms brushing his triceps.

‘When you walked into the club last week,’ he says, ‘scowling at me, getting angry with me, looking so… incredible… I knew that I was in trouble. For the first time in a year, I felt vulnerable.’

I let my fingers touch hers, trembling, feeling the sensitivity at the tips, the electricity shooting up my arm and into my chest. ‘I feel vulnerable too,’ I whisper, longing for his hands to curl around my waist, for him to take me in his arms,  tear down my trousers, to push himself into me, to let me welcome him once more in to my hot, tight, body…

‘I like you, Giles,’ he says. ‘But I think we should take things slowly. Let’s talk some more. But first, I need a shower. I stink.’

He walks off into another room, leaving me standing, looking over the city, watching the last of the sun’s embers disappearing behind the horizon.


SIXTEEN



I hear a shower switch on behind the door at the end of the hall, and feel the irritation building up inside me.

You know what? I deserve better than this. I walk over to the wall, look at the swords hanging there, and run my finger over the flat, cold length of the blade. 

I feel the spark of a new warrior spirit, awakening inside me. 

I wonder what this sword is called. Which fighter it once belonged to. Does it even have a name? Does it have an identity?

The coldness of the metal sends a thrill into my fingertips. I lift my fingers to my cheek, and let the coldness crackle there for a moment too.

Then the thought forms in my mind.

I am going to have this man.

I like him. He likes me. I’m a strong, capable man. I’ve had enough of these games. It’s time he let me inside.

I’m going to taste a man, for the first time in months.

I grab my wine glass from the table, and gulp down the contents of the glass. It feels good. Really damn good. It gives me even more strength. I catch sight of myself in a mirror on the wall. Ruffle up my hair a little. Lick my lips.

Then I step towards the sound of running water.


SEVENTEEN



He hasn’t locked the door, thank goodness, so I push down the handle and step inside. He’s still dressed, holding up a bottle of shower cream, about to put it into the shower. When he hears me coming in, he pauses, but doesn’t turn around.

‘Giles?’ he asks, uncertainty in his voice.

‘Yes,’ I reply. And leave it at that. I wait, just in case he tells me to get out. Obviously I’m not going to force him into doing anything he doesn’t want to do… but if he’s just standing there, it doesn’t seem like he’s altogether averse to me being in here.

I see his hands reach above his head, and then, slowly, he takes off his t-shirt. As it peels away from his skin, which still glistens with sweat from the day’s exertions, it begins to reveal the most intricate black ink markings I have ever seen. They are made up of tiny black dots, reminiscent of a mehndi design, but strong and striking, revealing the large, snarling face of a wolf. It’s incredible.

‘Tyson,’ I gasp, desperate to touch him, to run my hands over this wild, intricate beast, to feel the ridges of the ink, the small, dark scars on the surface of his pale skin. Tyson doesn’t move, so I step closer to him, and hold out my hand. I touch the wolf’s ears at first, erect and listening, and then stroke my way down to the eyes, then the jaw, between the moist lips, and finally… the teeth. My fingers are in the wolf’s mouth. I gasp.

In a blur, Tyson spins around.The bathroom is hot and steamy. Tyson's skin is flushed. 

I can smell him now, so salty and earthy. I feel the solid hardness collect between my legs. 

Ty-son, I say, ever so quietly, under my breath. Touch me, Ty-son.

Tyson’s eyes pierce mine, boring into me, drilling me with their potent stare, and then, deliberately, they begin to run down the length of me, down to my torso, then my crotch. I feel my cock harden from  his gaze alone. He lifts his hands to my shoulders, grips the soft, white fabric of my shirt in his strong, fighter’s hands, and yanks it up, over my head, tossing it down into the corner of the room.

Then those self same hands are at my belt, loosening, stretching, impatiently tugging, before I’m just wearing my briefs. I feel his hands on me, running all over my chest, my back, my hard, trembling buttocks, across my smooth stomach, grabbing me by the hips and pulling me close. 

I grab the elastic around his waist and pull down his kickboxing pants. I gasp as his cock springs out, curved and long, thick and somehow demanding. That’s when it hits me, he wasn’t wearing any underwear! Does he really teach his classes like that? All that time, in that little room, and he was standing there with a bare cock in his pants! I grab his ass, feel the taut, muscular skin, the way it dimples around the hips, the most beautifully carved-out shape I’ve ever touched, and then I stroke my hands outwards, towards his hips, desperate to touch the soft skin of his cock. I can feel its shape against my own stomach, as it rubs into my cock.

But I want more, I want to grab it, to feel its powerful shape, to take it into me.

But before I have a chance to do that, he pushes me down backwards onto the bathroom floor. Then, without even stopping to admire how I look in my tight underwear, he pulls them off too, and throws them behind him, hooking them over the taps at the sink. Then, straddling me, he touches himself for a moment, grabbing his cock with both hands, enjoying, momentarily, of the feeling of his own arousal.

The cold bathroom tiles press hard into my back, and I struggle up onto my elbows to take a look at him. I am desperate to see this ripped guy’s dick. I am hungry to see it, and then taste it.

When his hands move away from his groin, I am dumbstruck. 

This man is beautiful. 

That powerful energy, that fighting spirit that runs to his very bones, is right there in his manhood. It juts out from his body, and it’s resting on my stomach, lying next to my own cock. But its so different from the shape of me — a savage curve, a threatening width. It’s the most masculine, powerful-looking dick I’ve ever seen in my life.

He reaches down, grips both of out cocks in his warm, strong hands, and gently rubs our flesh up and down. The pleasure and relief is instant — I moan as our skin rubs together, and I hear a guttural grunt from Tyson, too.

‘I want to fuck your mouth,’ he says, forcing my head back onto the tiles and straddling my chest.

So I let him. I speak to Tyson’s body with mine. I put my tongue out, tentatively at first, so it was just touching the very tip of that monstrous length. I’m gentle and slow to begin with, enjoying the mounting feeling of arousal and mastery.

His dick tastes as good as I’ve imagined —  no, it is better; it is firm, supple, soft, creamy, as smooth as silk. I can taste salt, the earth, the shifting, tempestuous force of the ocean. I move down his length, tracing lines along his skin with my fingers and tongue. I hesitate for a moment, grabbing his tight ass in my hands, pulling him closer towards me, and then I engulf him entirely in my pink mouth, taking as much of him into me as I can. I take him out, then spread my tongue wide over his shaft, licking thickly up, splaying out my lustful muscle, enveloping the base of his cock completely.

Tyson moans and grinds himself hard into my mouth. As he does this, I flick my tongue over his tip, tasting new flavours each time. Sweetness. Spice. Heat. Acidity. It’s  all there, and all delicious, the tastes making my tongue crackle, alive, like it’s covered in popping candy.

I move my tongue rhythmically round and round him. As sweet as honey, and salty as the sea. I look up and he’s looking down at me, his pale blue eyes plasma-hot with lust. 

Suddenly, he jumps back off my face, pushing his tight, hard cock against my belly, next to mine.

‘I want you,’ he breathes, a hot wet whisper, into my ear. 

‘I want you,’ I reply.

He shifts down further and I feel him gently pressing into my ass, his cock asking a question — will you let me in?

I reach down, and guide his slick, thick dick straight into me. As he inches that powerful length slowly into my cock, my eyes widen.

‘Oh shit,’ I grunt, ‘you’re so big. You feel so fucking good.’

I’ve never had a man like this inside me before.

‘You can take it,’ he groans. ‘You’re a warrior.’ I feel his fingers stroking my hair as he buries himself further into me, and the pleasure starts to ripple over me in delicious, multicoloured waves. His hands are all over me as he starts to thrust — gently at first, but soon more insistent, demanding. He grabs my cock, my ass, my chest, biting me, growling as his passion grows.

After a few hard thrusts, he lurches forwards, pins me down to the tiles, and takes complete command of me. First, he kisses me full on the mouth with those big, soft lips, and then he move his mouth down to my chest, taking my nipples between his teeth and biting.

I start to rock back and forth with each of his tender, powerful thrusts. My fingers are digging into his back now, and it seems like my touch has ignited something further in him, because he seems to shift into an even more powerful gear.

‘I wanted this from the moment I saw you,’ he says, panting, fucking me, tracing fingers over my face then pushing them in my mouth. ‘You’re so fucking hot, so fucking fuckable.’

He lets out a lustful growl, and pushes his muscular chest down onto me. Feeling his rock hard body, strong and heavy as living stones, pressing into me, makes me shout out. ‘Fuck me, Tyson! Fuck me!’

Then, and only then, hearing me scream, does his cock start to throb and pulse in my ass, and as he unleashes within me, I see white light, the stars of my passion coalescing into a dramatic, sudden supernova, as my body bucks and twitches in harmonious pleasure, totally owned by the beast of a man who lies on me. 


EIGHTEEN



Tonight, I sleep in Tyson's bed. I say sleep - but I barely manage a wink. In truth I’m lying here, with Tyson's muscular legs wrapped around me, taking everything in. Processing, unpacking. Drinking in every moment of being in this man’s bed, in his room, with all of his things. 

There is a weightlifting bench in the corner of the room, and a selection of dumbbells. Whereas my bedroom is full of clothes and files, his is chock-full of exercise equipment. I guess we both look after ourselves in different ways.

The next morning, my eyes are heavy, and I can’t stop yawning, but Tyson seems refreshed, as awake now as he was last night - as awake as he’d been for every one of the three hours he’d fucked me, then stopped to kiss and hold me, then fucked me again, then held me some more, before finally coming himself, dripping sweat all over the bed sheets and toppling heavily onto me, rising and falling on my skin as I panted with satisfaction.

In the kitchen, he makes me some coffee and eggs, and we talk about normal things, like our jobs, and our favourite childhood memories, the sort of whimsical thing that people do in the early stages of a relationship, but what we don’t talk about is what happened between us. There is an elephant in the room, and I’m sure as heck not going to be the one to point it out.

Tyson offers to drive me back to mine, but I decide I feel like walking and then getting the bus. I crave the fresh air, and some time to enjoy this strange new pleasure running through me, this warm satisfaction that has spread throughout my body. Besides, he’s lent me some clothes - an old t-shirt and some jeans. They don’t exactly fit me in the strictest sense, but it gives me a weird thrill to think about walking across town wearing his stuff.

At the door, I wonder whether to kiss Tyson goodbye.

‘I had a great time with you,’ I say, screwing up my tan suit in my hands.

‘Me too,’ he says, and takes hold of my shoulders. His face leans in close to me, but then, instead of kissing me on the lips, as I desperately want him to, his mouth moves to my cheek, and plants a firm, polite kiss next to my mouth. ‘Goodbye,’ he says.

In a haze of lust, I turn around, almost trip over my own feet, and leave his apartment.

As I walk home, practically skipping down the pavement, I feel like I can finally bring myself to check my phone. Two missed calls and a couple of texts from Hunter. 

Hey, are you okay? I’m outside! I’ll wait here another 5 minutes. You’re not meant to be late — that’s my thing!

I flick through to the next message, sent five minutes later. Seems like breezy Hunter wasn’t too upset, thankfully.

I’m gonna head out — I’m starving, can’t wait! Neil wants me to give him another chance. Ha! No fucking chance. He was practically begging me. What an asshole. Hope you’re OK and not doing anything naughty.  Love U. X

I text him back.

Good on U! Neil is a prick. I’m fine. Sorry I stood you up! Had a kinda strange evening, but I’ll fill you in on it all soon ;)X

I consider telling him about Tyson, but I feel like doing it over a text message really isn’t the best way to go. Also, I didn’t want to rub things in. Besides, Tyson and I have only spent one night together. I’ll wait until next time before I jinx it by telling anyone.

And then, as I looks at my phone, it hits me.

Tyson doesn’t have my number. And I don’t have his.


NINETEEN



The following week, I throw myself completely into my work, no longer daydreaming pathetically over what it might be like to kiss Tyson. Now I know. I go back to my old strict-boss ways. I pick up on a couple of slackers. Chase up some outstanding jobs. Congratulate my highest sellers, and encourage them to do even better.

But as the days go by before the next kickboxing session, I grow more and more irritated that I have no way of contacting Tyson. I try looking him up on Facebook but have no luck at all. Is he going to ignore me in class again? What will it be like, seeing him again for the first time, in there? I’d been hoping we’d have the chance for a one-on-one before that, give ourselves some time to let things develop in private. Not unleash any second-date dynamics in public, in front of the class.

But as we don’t have each other’s numbers, and I certainly am not going to turn up at his apartment unannounced, I just sit tight and work. It’s my normal coping mechanism, and I fall back into my old routine like I never stopped for a second.

By the time Friday somes around, I’m so excited my heart is fluttering like a sixteen-year-old school boy. I desperately try to encourage Hunter to be ready on time, so that we aren’t late again, making sure he has his car keys, his water bottle… 

I’ve even bought myself a new outfit. A loose black sports t-shirt and black kickboxing trousers, low-slung at the waist like Tyson's. Sure, mine don’t have the fancy Chinese lettering on them, but they still look good. I don’t look quite as ‘on show’ as I looked in my tighter outfits, but there is something sexy about the parts of me that are hidden, in the way that the material pulls tantalizingly around my lean muscles when I stretch. I almost feel, I guess, like a real fighter.

Forget yoga: this is good for my core strength.

As we walk across the car park towards the old garage, it takes everything I have to not tell Hunter about what’s going on between me and Tyson. Thankfully, he is talking too giddily about a new Muy Thai class he’s started on Tuesday evenings. Yet another ploy to get over Neil. He’s being so effusive about it I barely get a word in edgeways.

Thankfully (hallelujah!) we are just on time. We pay our money just before the cash tin gets closed, and then we take off our shoes and get in line. Tyson gives me a look, as I stand there, but it’s impossible to be sure what the look means. I enjoyed our sex last Friday? I want you now, baby? Sorry I never got your number? I think I’m falling in love with you? It’s just impossible to tell.

As usual, the warm-up is a killer, but I manage to keep pace somewhat with Hunter, who’s struggling to follow the instructions a little, having missed last week. As we sit on the floor and I hold down Hunter's calves as he does his sit-ups, I allow my eyes to wander, taking in the students. They’re moving as one — a well-oiled machine, sure and strong and determined. It feels good to be moving with them, too.

I lie back on the floor to take my turn-for the sit-ups, and wait for Tyson to give instructions for us to begin. I feel my t-shirt top riding up a little, showing a thin strip of my toned midriff, and I notice Tyson's eyes, blazing down on me.

One… he says, and everyone on the floor lifts their chests off the ground, exhaling.

Two… Up I go and we exhale again.

Every time I lift my chest off the floor, head high in the air, I feel Tyson's eyes on me. He just won’t stop staring. For a moment, I feel like I am the only person in the room.

I feel the muscles in my stomach stretching and straining, and my t-shirt rides up further every time I fall to the floor. I desperately want to keep pace with Tyson’s instructions.

Twenty two… twenty three…

My face is reddening, my thighs are beginning to shake, but still I continue, up and down, up and down, maintaining eye contact with him each time I rise off the floor. I feel like a sex object, but powerful. A sex subject.

Once the warm-ups are over, we begin practising our hooks. Left foot forwards, wind up at the hip, and then: smack. 

The muscles in my arms are growing. I hear a sturdy thud when I hit Hunter's focus mitt. I can’t believe how much stronger I’ve got in just three sessions. Maybe all that gymnastics I did as a child has remained in my muscle memory somehow. There is an athlete inside me, raring to get out. Except this was no gymnastics. Smack.

I feel it again, that wild inner warrior, snarling in my gut as I punch. Smack. Smack.

Tyson prowls around the room, and I feel his eyes on me no matter where he’s standing.

Smack. Smack. Smack.

He wants me. I can feel it so intensely. I can almost smell his lust above the stench of the gym.

Smack smack smack smack smack.

He’s hooked.

Suddenly, Tyson stops the class. ‘Step forward for a moment, Giles.’

Fist in the air, elbow up, I pause. Me? What is he about to do? Make a declaration of love to me in front of the whole class? Surely not.

‘Come over here, Giles.’

I walk over to him and he holds out his hands, taking my gloves in his palms. 

Oh God, he’s holding my hands in front of everyone. I don’t dare look at Hunter; he’ll be livid with me for not telling him about this in private first. 

‘Now put your arms up as you had them,’ Tyson says, and guides my left hand up to one side, and my right hand to my cheek, where it had been sitting.

‘Move around a bit if you like,’ he says to the class. ‘Everyone take a look at Giles.’

What the hell is happening?

‘Take a look at him, and tell me what he’s doing wrong.’

Shit! So that’s what he’s doing! What a wanker! How humiliating! I look over at Hunter, who’s aghast on my behalf. 

The blue belts and green belts and brown belts all begin encircling me, criticizing me first for my leg stance, then my shoulders, then my fists, the angle of my head. There isn’t a bit of me that doesn’t get attacked in some way.

Silently, shaking with anger, I take the criticism, swallowing my pride, and waiting for the very second the class finished.

As soon as we’ve performed our bows to signal the end of the lesson, I’m still so angry that I don’t even stop to explain what I’m doing to Hunter: I just march over to Tyson.

‘What the hell was that?’ I spit, as people begin filing out. 

Tyson, undoing his belt, narrows his eyes at me. ‘What was what?’

‘Tyson!’ I shout. It’s the first time I’ve actually said his name out loud to him like that, I think. What a shame it was said with such spite. ‘You prick! Humiliating me like that in front of everyone! If you don’t want to see me any more, just say it.’

I can feel my hands clenching into fists, feel that inner warrior building up in me again.

Tyson looks around the room, and I look quickly too. Hunter is still in here, staring at me, and beside him, is Cal. 

‘I think you should wait outside,’ I say to Hunter, and he looks at Cal questioningly, as if for an opinion. ‘Actually, Hunter,’ I say, ‘you go on home. I’ll call you and explain later.’ 

Hunter shoots me a look that says be careful, and then he and Cal walk out, leaving us alone.


TWENTY



‘Listen,’ says Tyson. ‘I was just treating you like I’d treat anyone else. If I see somebody doing something wrong, something the rest of the class can learn from, I point it out.’

‘Like anyone else,’ I grunt, through gritted teeth. ‘But I’m not anyone else, am I, Tyson? You haven’t spoken to me all week, not since we - since we made love - and the first time you say my name it’s to publicly humiliate me in front of the rest of the class!’

‘What did you expect me to do today?’ he asks, clearly irritated with my sudden outburst. ‘Do you want me to start holding hands with you and calling you “sweetheart” in class? It’s unprofessional, and I’m not that kind of man.’

Unprofessional, indeed! Not that kind of man! Involuntarily — perhaps because I’ve been doing it so much during the last hour and a half during class — I lift back a fist, as if I’m about to throw a hook at his abdomen. Surely I’m not, am I?

Unleash your inner warrior, Giles, says a voice in my head.

And I hiss.

Tyson takes a step back, then lifts his fist too, and for a terrible moment I actually think this strong man is going to fight me. Then his fist turns into an open palm - from rock to paper - and his fingers slide down my back as he pulls me close, his other hand on the back of my hair, pushing me towards his face, and then his fingers separate, and slide inside my trousers, into my underwear, curling round me - from paper to rock…

I growl, full of a passionate anger, and I push him down to the floor, yank down his pants, roll him over. I’m on top of him now, and my cock pushes down between his buttocks. 

‘Do it,’ he pants, voice full of lust, full of desire.

I lick my fingers, then massage the spit into my cock, rub it over Tyson’s opening, make him groan as I push my fingers into him. Then, without stopping for another second, I push the tip of my cock into his soft, warm body.

He pants and I push in further.

‘Giles,’ he gasps, as I enter him like a warrior. ‘You’re amazing.’

I bend down to kiss him, hard on the lips from the side, and then hold my mouth to his ear, whispering firmly: ‘I know.’

He’s tight, but I’m working my way in, feeling how good it feels to master such a powerful man, such a dominant, massive alpha. Each time my cock moves a little further inside him, he moans, and I can feel his muscles slackening, his tight little ass getting hotter, opening up to me a little more.

This time, with my cock inside him, I am completely in charge, pushing into him when I want to push, and, with my hands, groping his dick when I want to grope it, stroking the soft skin  of his manhood whenever it takes my fancy, tickling his sensitive balls when I feel like being kind to him.

This time, it is me making him lose his breath, and it feels so good I don’t want it to stop.

I push my dick further and further in, until I’m almost filling him up, and then, pushing his belly hard into the thick, matted carpet, I squeeze all the way in.

‘Fuck!’ he screams, rolling his eyes back. ‘You feel so good. You feel so fucking good.’

I feel waves of excitement building up at the base of my abdomen, knowing that anyone could walk in on us at any moment. I start to move in and out of him, and with each movement, he whimpers, utterly giving in to me, to my warrior spiris

As I push, and I don’t know where this comes from, what part of me suddenly decides it wants to do this, but in a low, gruff voice, I begin to count. 

One… two… I begin, at the same pace he’d counted out our sit-ups earlier. I push my cock in a little further, slip it out. Three… four… A little further in still.

Tyson looks back, watching me, baring his teeth and snarling with animal lust, his eyes widening with each new number.

Five… six…

I push even further. I can feel the pleasure, so different from the feeling of submitting to hive. So all-encompassing and overwhelming.

Seven… eight…

I feel the sweat dripping from my forehead onto his back.

Nine…

I am all the way in, lodged deep in my lover. And suddenly, Tyson lifts back his head, without warning, and yells.

I feel the muscles in his ass throbbing, the entire length of his tight passage squeezing and spasming against me as his orgasm moves through his body. The feeling of his insides, warm and soft all over my dick, makes those waves of pleasure build up to a quick crescendo inside me, and suddenly, without realising I was at the point of no return, I feel my own body tighten, my cock aflame with pleasure as I make Tyson mine. I rest there for a second, totally spent, so happy and calm and completely myself.

I pull out of Tyson, causing him to moan again, and then fall on top of his body in a heap, breathing hard, rising and falling on his shifting body as he pants. 

I’ve done it. I’ve unleashed my inner warrior.

The warrior that was in my core.

I smell the sweat on his skin, let it mingle with my own, and I reach out my tongue, and lick a droplet of sweat off his shoulder. The tang of it makes me moan with pleasure.

‘I love you,’ says Tyson, quietly but meaningfully. ‘It’s crazy, but it’s true.’

‘I love you too, Tyson,’ I reply. 

It all comes rushing to me — the vulnerability of feeling something, the insane risks we take just by caring. But here I am with this man who I feel instinctively has changed me — changed my life forever, and I do love him.

I know it’s only the start of something, but I’ve never felt so sure about anything before in my life. This is who I am, who I’m meant to be, and Tyson is part of my future. 

He shifts round, kisses me full on the lips, and as we wrestle in a tangle of tenderness, my heart feels full for the first time in years.
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